


Enter Rick ar d Duke of 

Ow is the winter of difcontent, 

Made glorious fummer by this Sonne of Torke 
And all the douds,that lowr vpon our houfe, 
- 1 In the deepe bowelsofthe Ocean buried, 
Now are our browes bound with vidorious wreathss, 
Our bruiiëd armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our iierne alarums chang’d to merry meetings. 

Our dreadfull marchesto delightfull pleafures. 
Grim-vifagd warrc,hath fmooth’d his wrinkled 
And now inftead of mounting barbed Steeds 
To fright the foules of fearerull aduerfaries, 

Hecapcrs nimbly inaladies chamber, 

To the laciuious pleafing of a loue. 

But I thatam not fharpe of fportiue 
Nor madetocourtanamourous iooking-glaife; 

Ithatam rudely ftampt,and wantloues maieft 
To Rrutbeforea wanton ambling Nympth j 
I that am curtaild of this faire proportion, 

Cheated of feature by dilfembling nature, 

Dcform’d, vnfinifht fent beforemy time 
Into this breathing world ,halfe made vp. 

And that fo lamelyand vnfafhionable, 

That dogs barke at me as I halt at them : 

Whilel in this weake piping time of peace, 

Haue no delight to pafle away the time, 

Vnleffe to fpie my fhadow in the funne. 

And defcant on mine owne deformity : 

And thereforefince I cannot proue a louer, 

To entertaine thefe faire well lpoken dayes. 

I am determined to proue a villaine, 

Andhate the idle pleafures of thefe daye 
Plots haue I layd,indudions dangerous. 






















































































